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| Ee Tragedy of Thomas Hearne

in reflocting o8 on his chest, pegging out his arms “though I was fool enough to believe “Yes. Do you know him?”
?ﬂ&ﬂﬂ“ﬂ_’ﬂ%‘m on the turf. He tried a struggle you were one.” He it Snto o Semenm of hysteri-
gentleman born and who bad gone wrong. OF two, but he soon saw that I was “Then why did you follow me to- esl laughter, swaving his body to and
enderson desired to _tell Peace the truth cor- far the stronger man, and so lay njght?” he asked, with a quick sus- fro, and pressing his hands to his
Ab's Ealie b wed ap- Eanting. with & hopeless despair in picion. - gpides a8 if trying to crush the uncan-
by is face, that, in a man of his age “Why did you try to kill me?"” I ny merriment out of him; and then,
him privately. He wentoutin the big man's was shocking to witness. He had said. “The truth is, Mr. Hesrne, vou before I guessed what he was about,
s Craig }rll:d to krill lll:ie. but, on my honor, I and Ibem plnyingha ri:;’li_v game. Is the old fellow was upon me, with his
eclt 8o m. it ards on the i we i mad
down and half when the job was done. . “W &rr. H . I said, *and tot:cps.rnctc an(:.i say x?o eﬁz::v.ﬁwut ﬁ’r;'l-'; Shout T eck 8 s
Headerson to Dartmoor under the guise L = m&r’ o - 4 T " 3 .
of Bet BIMcTican StuSsat—iic, Ated Ko He Wwhat does this mean? it? Welcome, comrade,” he cried. «5
“Too old,” he gasped. *“Twenty He sat watching me for 8 time with {oo, have come to find a way out
the firt venrs ago—different. How did you a puzsled look. Plainly he was in Princetown jail for Julius Crag"
suspect? It was justice—nothing but great uncertsinty of mind. It took s good five minutes and a
bare justice, by Heaven!" “Perhaps 1 have nothing to tell,” pull out of a flask to get him back
“Now, what in the world do you he sdid at last. to hard sense. Then he told me his
think I am?” 1 asked him, in great “% man does nlot ngtempt to mur- story sitfing on a fallen sione under
Tise. der detectives unless he has & erime the old cherry tree.
; "':} detective. You couldn’t deceive to‘%cenlf' o X Craig was dearer to him than any
. et me. ‘That ia true,” he said, nodding his brother, he said, with a burst of open
e AR By TR G- g ) 1 got to my feet with & curse at head; ‘“very just and true” sincerity. There was that between
HEN I got to the back of the the muddle I had made of it, and he There was nothing to be gained by them that he could never forget while
inn Hearne waz a good four #at up staring at me as if he thought a lo bargaining of secrets wit life remained to him. He had besrd
y, climbing 1 had gone clean crazy of a sudden. him. ﬁ\’ha}em his business, he could how the man had come under prison
a low mndge. As he disap- “I'm no detective,” L said angrily, speedily discover mine if he chose. discipline, and hsd come to help him
3 . escape if that were humanly possible.
Of me or my London employers he
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5 a p knew nothing whatever.
\ should have to ke-eg close to his heels He had been shown over the pris-
or I should lose bim sltogether, It on, haviog obtained a from an

pass
influential friend, and while there
had learned the where Craig
was daily employed. Yesterd from
the cairn hill he satisfied hi

that the conviet was working in the
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e had crept out this evening to .
examine the stream and w hi

divided the new enclosure the
moor. When he ssw me on his track,

his suspicions as to my business were
confirmed. FEither he must give up

his project or my mouth must be

was well I did o, for when 1 reached
the erest of the rise he had vanished.

walki ery fast down
a hollow at right anl‘gea to the line he
first took. It led in the direction of

stalk across the moor. Sometimes I
ran, sometimes crawled, sometimes
lay flat on my chest with my head
buried in the heather like an ostrich.
Once 1 tried to cut n corner across
what seemed a plot of level tuel and
struggled back, panting, from the
grasp of the bog with the black alime
almost to my waist. But 1 took

him in growing amasement.
i# There scemed, indeed, only-one so-
{ 3 8 Jlution before me—thst he had become

{ pl.rt{nny insane. 3 ®
“You must understand my position
/) Mr. Kingsley,” he conduded. "~1 am

Craig. Any one who is foolish
to come between us must stand

about.

The place was sheltered from the
but I could hear it velping and
umming in the rocks shove, mh:md
again a gust came curling up the valk

ley, setting the heather i i
around me, [ crept forward over ths
turf of the cart

reached
the _where thedmm' besis
hhxiinund, and then stuck in my

:

head.

I had been & boxer in my time, or
that would have been the end of me.
As I ducked, the heavy stick flicked
off my eap and into the wall
with a nasty thud.
and he came
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